438                      THE  WIFE LAPPED
For there was neuer man y wys So hampred with one wife as I am now/ Wherefore I thinke, withouten misse, She shall repent it, I make God auow.
Except she turne and change her minde, And eake her conditions euerichorie, She shall fynde me to her so vnkinde, That I shall her coyle both backe and bone, And make her blew and also blacke, That she shall grone agayne for woe; I will make her bones all to cracke, Without that she her condicions forgoe.
I was neuer so vexte this time beforne,
As I am now of this wife alone ;
A vengeaunce on her that euer she was borne.
For she maketh me often full woe begon !
And I cannot tell where me to tourne
Nor me to wende, by God in faye,
Which cause me often for to raourne,
Or yet to know what for to say.
I am worse then mad or wood, And yet I am loth with her to begin; I feare me I shall neuer make her good, Except I do wrap her in black Morels skin, That can no more drawe at plough ne carte. It shall be to late to call for her kinne, When she beginneth once for to smarte, For little ease thereby she shall winne.
1  Morell is olde, he can labour no more, Nor doe no good but alway eate ; I trowe, I haue kept him thus long in store, To worke a charme that shall be feate. The horeson is blynde and lame also, Behynde and before, he cannot ster'e \ When he from the stable to the streete should go, He falleth downe ryght than in the myre.